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movement which was to reopen his communications with
Sebesh. Next morning, as my regiment was going on duty
at daybreak, a portion of tlie enemy's army, which, we had
beaten on the previous day, was seen to have turned our
extreme right, in full retreat to Sebesh, while the remainder
was coming to attack us at Kliastitsi. In an instant all
Marshal Oudinot's troops stood to their arms ; but while the
generals were making their arrangements a column of Russian
grenadiers attacked and routed the Portuguese legion, and
was marching on the large and solid post-house. It was cm
the point of capturing this important position, when the
marshal, always foremost under fire, hurried up to my regi-
ment, which by this time was at the outposts, and ordered
me to try to stop the enemy, or at least delay him till our
infantry could come up. I took my regiment along at a
gallop and ordered them to charge, taking the enemy's line
obliquely from its right, which always hampers infantry fire
considerably. That of the grenadiers was, therefore, ineffective,
and they would soon have felt our sabres. They were wavering
already, when, whether instinctively or by order from their
commander, they faced about and ran for a deep ditch which lay
behind them, jumping into it, and, covered up to the chin,
they opened a well-sustained file fire. In a moment I had
six or seven men killed and a score wounded, and received
myself a bullet in the left shoulder. My troopers were wild ;
but our rage was powerless against men whom we were
physically unable to reach. At this critical moment General
Maison came up with his brigade of infantry, and ordered me
to retire behind his battalions; then he attacked the ditch
from both flanks, killing or capturing all its defenders. As
for me, I was taken severely wounded to the post-house, and
helped to dismount with difficulty. Dr. Parot, our regimental
surgeon-major, came to dress me; but the operation had
hardly begun when it had to be interrupted. The Russian
infantry was renewing its attack, and bullets were dropping
like hail about us; so that we had to move out of range.
The doctor found my wound serious: it would have been
mortal had not the thick twisted fringe of my epaulette turnedtowards a cavalry regiment which was coming up
